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Summary: Love confused Glade Hofferson Haddock. Perhaps because she 
had never been shown any. With no Mother, and a Father who only had 
space in his heart for revenge. Berk is like a cage. Will Glade ever 
be free? My first ever fanfiction, please read and review! 

(: 


1. Prologue-The sacrafice 
Prologue 
The Sacrifice 

Death was not unknown to those who lived on Berk. If you weren't 
killed by invaders, or your own work, the cold was a constant 
danger . 

The cold had claimed Astrid Hofferson Haddock. 

Danger-brutes had invaded Berk. They attacked with no mercy, only 
greed for gold that rivalled the ferocity of even Berks Dragons. 
Every hut on Berk, even the great hall, and Dragon Academy, were 
burning. The flames licked the sky, and grey smoke blocked the sun 
from view. 

Hiccup had been struck down by an invader. He bore a deep gash from 
neck to shoulder, that throbbed painfully. The Chief of Berk now lay 
on the ground, unconscious, and bleeding out onto the snow. 

That was where his wife found him. 

Astrid had removed her jacket, wrapped it around Hiccups shivering 
frame, and hugged him tightly. She gave to him what little heat she 
had left. 


The Danger-brutes only left when there was nothing left to take. The 



once glorious, proud village, now lay in ruins. Dead Dragons and 
humans lay all over, as did mourning family's. A darkness had swept 
over Berk, leaving it broken and frail. 

When Valka found the couple the next day, she wept bitterly, for on 
the snow lay Astrids dead body, protecting Hiccups barely alive 
one . 

Glade Hofferson Haddock did not know what to do. She stared at her 
Mothers lifeless blue eyes, then walked away. 

She was four years old. 


2. Daddy, is that love? 

" Daddy, is that love?" 

**Thankyou so much for my first review Baltimore Raven! Heres the 
next chapter. Enjoy! Dont forget to review :)** 

Five years had passed since the Danger-brutes had invaded Berk. Most 
people had forgotten about the raid, and moved on with thier 
lives . 

Most . 

Berks chief grew obsessed with revenge. Revenge for his wives life, 
and for thier Dragons lives. Glade always stayed at home, shunned and 
unloved . 

The villagers mostly ignored Glade. They werent horrible to her, but 
they were never _nice._ They had thier own problems to deal with, 
without a young motherless girl on thier tails. Only Aunty Valka 
seemed to care, but she was hardly ever around, preffering the Dragon 
sanctuary and its inhabitants. 

There were the occasional visits from chief Haddock. Glade and her 
Father would stiffly walk around Berk together, silence overwhelming 
them both. 

On one of these rare occasions. Glade saw two young Vikings kiss. Her 
gaze went to her Father. For the first time in a while, she could see 
he was smiling, if only faintly. Glade remembered Mum and Dad used to 
do that a lot. Smiling and kissing. 

Glade summoned up her courage. 

"Daddy, is that love?" 

Abruptly, the smile dropped from Hiccups face. He turned to his only 
child. His eyes burned with fury. 

"WHAT WOULD YOU KNOW ABOUT LOVE?" He roared savagely, towering over 
Glade, spittle flying from his mouth. He shoved Glade aside, and 
strode away. 


Glade watched his figure dissapear. Salty tears fell to the ground 
mixing with the rain. 



3. What was Mother like? 


**Hey, i'm back with Chapter two! Were going to be looking at Astrid 
in this chapter. Things get pretty dramatic! Skip this chapter if you 
are affected by scenes of abuse, and/or violence. Reviews would 
really help, even if you are only posting as a guest, so please 
review, and enjoy! (:** 

**Disclaimer (that I should have done ages ago.) I do not own HTTYD, 
no matter how much I wish I did.** 

Chapter Two 

"What was Mother like?" 

Glade knew only a few things about her mothre . She had wielded an axe 
which her Father kept on his bedside table. She was the first to 
train a Deadly Nadder. And that she looked like her Mother. 

Mother must have been very ugly then. Glade thought one day, as she 
looked at her reflection in the mirror. Straw like hair, and a big 
nose, with ugly freckles splattered across it. Even her Father 
thought she was ugly. 

Glade wanted to know about her Mother. If shed been a little older, 
she would have realised asking her Father _anything _was a bad idea. 
But she wasnt, and she diddnt . 

That night, she walked up to her Father, who was sitting on a chair 
by the fire. His gaze was intensely focused on the blade in his 
hand . 

"Father ? "Glade asked. Hiccup looked up. 

"Yes, Glade." His answer was surprisingly gentle, giving Glade the 
confidence she needed to continue. 

"What was Mother like?" 

Hiccup immediately froze up, still gripping the blade. 

"Why do you want to know?" His voice was dangerously low, his eyes 
narrowing . 

Glade swallowed. "Its just, I hardly know anything about her, and 
people say I look like her, and" 

The sudden slap, and the ringing in her ear brought Glade to a halt. 
Hiccup rose from his seat, trembling in fury. 

"You think you look like you Mother?" He growled. "She was perfect, 
beautiful. You" He pointed the blade at Glade. "You, are UGLY. You 
are a FREAK!" With a howl, he brought the blade down across Glades 
cheek . 

"You will NEVER be like Astrid!" He hissed, before kicking Glade 
down, and leaving the room. 

Glade clutched her bleeding cheek, sobbing. She curled up on the 



floor. Glade thought about running away, but where would she go? Se 
was a no-body, that no one cared about. 

The next morning. Glade found a drawing of her Mother on her bed. In 
the bottom right corner, it was initialled HHH111. 

Glade looked just like her Mother. 

"Is that love?" Glade whispered to herself. 


4. Daffodils and Lilies 

**Hey, sorry for the wait! Thank you to everyone who's commented, 
followed, and faced this story, and my others so far. Time for a bit 
of Q and A ! * * 

**MMM- Keep reading. Glade won't be burning any houses down, but 
things will get pretty exciting!** 

**Guest- I know what you're saying, this story does go totally 
against Hiccups character! However, for the sake of a story, I made 
it this way. I'm glad you think my grammars accurate!** 

**Just a warning, this is a funeral chapter. Will I ever write a 
happy chapter? Well never know...** 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own HTTYD.** 

Valka had died. Old age, and stress, they said. Hiccup had not 
attended the funeral . 

Glade had, though. 

She had brought a bouquet of daffodils and lilies. The other Vikings 
stared at her offerings. They had all brought weaponry, armour, and 
food. Flowers seemed almost insulting. 

Glade ignored them. For her, the flowers represented Valka. The 
lilies for beauty, and the daffodils for strength and determination. 
She laid them on Valkas boat, and watched it bob away, fire licking 
the sky. She could hear the Dragons heart-wrenching howls, even when 
she covered her ears with her hands 

Glade almost walked home. Almost. That was when she saw a pair of 
blue eyes in the trees. Blinking, Glade drew closer, fingering a 
small knife she had, hidden in her fur vest. Then the eyes 
disappeared . 

Glade thrust her way through the bushes, her pulse rocketing. She 
recognised those eyes. Those blue eyes she had seen years ago, dead 
and unseeing. She began running. 

**Sorry this chapter is so short, it looked a lot longer when I wrote 
it up! Who do you think was in the bushes? Leave a review, and well 
see who gets it right! Thanks for reading, and see you next 
chapter ! * * 

**PS. I wil soon begin a story with a collection of one-shots about 
this world, focusing on Glades life growing up, and a lot of Hiccup 



angst ! * * 


5. He's so tiredFinding Trust 

**Hey! Did you like my cliffhanger? Im going to rename Q and A to RtR 
(Read the review!) I t just makes more sense, because not all reviews 
are questions.** 

**Just someone- sorry you werent in the Q and A last chapter. 

Thankyou so much for reading, and carry on leaving reviews ! 

: ) * * 


**Guest-Dont worry. Glade certainly isnt useless, she has plenty of 
talent, just waiting to come out! Please carry on reading 
: ) * * 

**Guest (the other one.)- Thankyou for your support. The first one- 
shot will be coming out in a day or two! Good try at guessing who the 
(insert here) was! :)** 

**MMM-Nice idea, but not quite right! Your right in thinking that it 
is a twist in the story, though. We are going to be seeing more of 
Hiccup now, so dont give up on him just yet! :)** 

**Well, here we go!** 

**Part One ** 

**He's so tired** 

Glade sprinted through the trees. 

"MUM? MUM!" 

She searched desperately for the blue eyes. 

That was when she tripped. 

When Glades eyes opened again, she 
screamed . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxx 

Everybody had left the beach by the time Hiccup came. His Mothers 
boat was long gone. He was so tired. 

Tired of revenge, guilt, loss. Tired of his daughter. Hiccup was in 
his early forties. He looked twenty years older. That was what war 
had done to him. Scars, mixed with stress line, covered his face. His 
hair was going grey. His green eyes Astrid had once fallen for, were 
now dead. Just like her. 

Glade was a painful reminder of Astrid when she was fifteen. Hiccup 
could' nt bear it. She was a reminder of how useless he was. How he 
could' nt protect is own wife. And now, his Mother was gone, the last 
person on this damn Earth who _understood_. 


Even the old gang had turned thier backs on him, claiming him crazy 



insane. The villagers proably hated him. 

The sad thing was. Hiccup could not bring himself to care. 

**Part Two** 

**Finding Trust** 

It was a ten foot Deadly Nader, with sky blue eyes, and sky blue 
scales. Glade looked up with terror. The Dragon lowered his head, and 
Glade scrunched up her eyes, waiting for the attack that never 
came . 

Instead, he licked Glade, covering her face in slimy saliva. 

Glade burst out into giggles for possibly the first time in years. 
Giggles of relief, giggles of surprise, giggles of joy that she was 
still alive. The Nadder seemed to copy her movements, bobbing his 
head, and purring. 

Sitting up. Glade admired the blue and yellow Nadder, who was now 
chasing his own spiked tail. Glade noticed he was unusually small for 
a Nadder, just like she was small for a Viking. She smiled sadly. 
"Looks like were both a little different, huh?." The Nadder walked up 
to her, panting slightly. 

Curiosity overcoming fear. Glade reached out to touch the Nadders 
hide. He suddenly growled, backing away into the trees. Glade gasped, 
dropping to her her knees, a lump forming in her throat. 

"Im so sorry, I I, im sorrry, I j just." Glade swallowed, staring at 
the Nadders feet in terror. 

The young girl waited for the punishment. Her Father never showed her 
any compassion, so why should an offended Dragon? 

For the second time that day. Glade waited for an attck that never 
came. Instead, the next time she dared look up, the Dragon was 
looking at her, unblinking, waiting, _trusting._ Glade wasn't 
frightened any more, as she stared into the eyes that looked just 
like her own. Scared, confused, lonely, abamdoned. But ready to 
_trust _again, in a total stranger, one last time. 

Glade stood up, leaning her head into the Nadders. 

"Im going to call you Trust." She whispered. The wind ruffled Glades 
hair, and seemed to carry the name to the heavens. Who's to say it 
diddnt ? 

That was how Glade found Trust. 

**I hope you enjoyed this! Im going to try and get the bnext 
chaapter, as well as a one-shot, up by Tuesday, but no gurentees. 
Thanks for reading, and dont forget to review (:** 


6. Trust Betrayed-Part One 

**Hey! I'm finaly back with the next chapter! the series of one-shots 
will have to be delayed, but im hoping to start them up within the 



week, so please don't give up on me (: Thanks for all the follows, 
fave's, and reviews so far.** 

**Here's Chapter 6!** 

**Trust betrayed** 

Glade spent every moment she could with Trust. These were the 
happiest days of her life. For the first time. Glade had someone to 
share her secrets with, who cared for her. They would fish together, 
splashing eachover with the cool water. They would fly through the 
howling wind. They would sleep by the fire. Glade resting against her 
Dragon, smiling. 

Then Glade had an idea. 

Glade had been teling Trust about her Father. About how he abused 
her, cut her with his blades. About how she was a dissapointment . How 
he believed she could do nothing. Then the idea formed, expanding in 
Glades mind like ripples in a pond. 

Astrid, like her Father, had single-handedly trained a Dragon. Surely 
nothing could make him prouder. He woul dlove her again, just like he 
used to. Everything would be better. 

The next morning. Glade and Trust walked side by side through 
Berk . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

_A golden haired woman looked down upon the Earth. Her blue eyes 
brimmed with tears as she watched her daughter. She was so loyal, so 
innocent.. Hiccup had become a monster. The Shieldmaiden began 
crying 

_xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx_ 

Back on Berk, a heavy rain pounded upon it's land, tears of sorrow 
for the future. 


7 . Trust Betrayed-Part Two 

**Hey, sorry for the wait! I hope you enjoyed my first one-shot for 
this story. If you haven't already taken a look, search for "What Is 
Love?". It basically explains a lot of things I can't fit into this 
story, and will continue after this has ended. ** 

**Time for R and R!** 

* *MMM-Thankyou SO much for your continued support throughout this 
story! Those are all great ideas, but what iv'e got in mind is a 
little more dramatic ... (:** 

**Remember, keep reviewing, and enjoy (:** 


**Trust Betrayed-Part Two** 



Villagers turned in shock to watch the duo- Berks runt, walking side 
by side with a Nadder. Many followed Glade and Trust as they walked 
up to the Cheifs house, and soon a large crowd surrounded them, all 
craning thier necks for a better view of the spectacle. 

The rain continued to 
pour . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

It was dark in the Cheifs house. Hiccup was polishing Astrids axe 
till it shone like her golden hair had once done. He whistled to a 
long forgotton tune, of savage seas, and a person Viking with no 
fear, as long as they could marry their love. Hiccup snarled 
bitterly. Marriage had done little to keep Astrid alive and with 
him. 

The thick silence in the room was interrupted by what sounded like a 
crowd of people, chattering away, screaming, whooping, laughing. The 
noise was approaching his door. 

As the door opened. Hiccup turned around, and prepared his worst 
scowl . 

It died on his 
lips . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

Many years ago. Hiccup had chosen a Deadly Nadder for Astrid to 
ride . 

"A deadly, strong, loyal Dragon, perfectly suited to her rider" He 
had said, blushing, and rubbing the back of his neck. 

Looking at Glade now, he could have nearly said the same thing. It 
was like seing a ghost from the past, as if Astrid and Stormfly were 
alive again. 

Hiccup began trembling. Glade bowed her head, shaking in fear. 

"I, I've got news for you. Father. This is m, my Dragon, Trust. 

I m " 


"No" Hiccup whispered. He stepped forward, raising a shaking finger. 
Glade backed away. 

"You" He hissed "Are not worthy of that Dragon" . He came 
nearer . 

"How DARE you imitate my wife" 

Another step. 

The Villagers, torn between watching, and running for the hills, 
stood stock still. 


"YOU WITCH!" He screamed. "YOU DEVIL! YOU SNAKE!" 



Trust squacked in fear. Hiccup's grip on the axe tightened. _Astrid 
was dead. This was evil. His daughter was corrupt. _ 

"YOU ARE A MISTAKE, GIRL, NOTHING MORE!" Hiccup raised the axe. "AND 
THIS IS WHAT WE DO WITH MISTAKES ON BERK. THIS IS WHAT WE DO WITH 
EVIL ! " 


Seeing only red. Hiccup swung the axe at Glade's neck. 


8. Chapter 8-Trust Gone 

**Sorry I hav'nt updated in ages. Everythings been really chaotic at 
the moment. Still, I'm back!** 

**Time for R and R** 

**Zexalloverforever39-Yes, poor Glade : (** 

* *MMM- 1 ' t s almost like you know what I'm going to write before I 
update... Thanks for reviewing!** 

**Mel- Astrids death first sent Hiccup into denial. When he realised 
everything that had happened, he was filled with a burning hate, and 
lust for revenge, losing track of who he really was. He is now a 
Psychopath, lacking empathy, acting upon impulse, and has a low 
tolerance . * * 

**Guest-I'm sorry I took so long. Thanks for leaving a 
review ! * * 

**Chapter 8** 

**Trust gone** 

Glade had once heard of a Dragon called the Flightmare. Apparently, 
the mist they sprayed caused paralysis to anyone who got in their 
way . 

Glade felt the same way. 

Her Fathers glare held her in place, but the axes blade just came 
nearer, and nearer. Glade diddn't even resist. There was nothing she 
could do. She was too weak, too slow, too stupid to think her Father 
could ever love her. 

The blade was nearly there now. Glade closed her eyes. 

The blow never came. 

The next thing Glade knew, she was leaning over Trust's body. An axe 
was lodged in his neck. He wasn't moving. Trust had sacrificed 
himself for her. And now, he was gone. 

Somewhere in the distance. Glade's Father was being restrained by the 
Berk guard. Glade turned to face him, eyes red. 


"Daddy, is that love?" She sobbed. 



Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the third looked away from his daughter 
and was dragged away. 


Glade never saw him again. 

**Keep reading for the final chapter.** 


9. This is love. Daddy 

**Okay, this is hard. The final chapter of this story! Thank you so 
much to everyone who has followed, faved, and reviewed. These 
wonderful people are-** 

* *Buf f ytheviking ** 

**Gis Sierra ** 

**Sealiman Dawntracker ** 

**Slytherinl31 ** 

* *TomBoyBookGirl 

* * 


**wand3r3r** 

**LilyMayRose** 

* *MMM* * 

**DarkForestll** 

* * Zexal loverf orever3 9* * 

* *Me 1 * * 


* * Just someone** 

**Baltimore Raven** 

**And all you lovely Guests!** 

**If I've not mentioned anyone, my apologies, PM me, and I'll add you 
in. All of your support really helped me push on. Thank you so 
much . * * 

**Now, this is * *_* *very* *_* * important. Although Astrid And The Red 
Death, What is love, and Hiccup The Talking Coke Bottle are all 
currently in progress, I need your help once more. The thing is, I 
don't know what you want me to write! I have so many ideas, but I 
need you all to help me chose the ones you think you will enjoy. So, 
here are the options-** 

**I mainly focus on my current in progress stories, and write nothing 
else till I have completed them. (Most sensible.)** 

**I update my current in progress stories, but begin a new one. (Most 
interesting. ) ** 



**Now, these are the second set of options for my new story. However 
soon you get the new story depends on which option you chose from the 
above two.** 

* *Genre-angst , humour , mystery ?* * 

**What sort of AU? (Angst , mystery, humour, romance) ** 

**Crossover. I'd be willing to write a crossover with any Dreamworks 
charecters, or any other Fandom you know I like or write for (see 
profile page.)** 

**Length- oneshots, twoshots, full length stories?** 

**Ships- I've only really done Hiccstrid so far, so I'd like to try 
something new, I'm open to anything!** 

**And finaly, I want critisism. PM me, tell me what I messed up on 
during this story, and how you think I could improve. ** 

**I was asked if there would be a sequel to this story by MMM. I 
dedicated a good amount of time trying to think of a realistic, 
strong plot, but none of the ideas I had really inspired me. You will 
see why a sequel would be so difficult when you finish this chapter. 
If you think you have a good idea for a sequel, PM me, I'd love to 
hear your ideas. You never know, your idea may turn into a 
story ! * * 

**Now, time for R the R-** 

**Zexalloverforever39- Your review actually inspired me to add a 
scene to this chapter, thankyou so much. Adding Astrid into the story 
was more of a last minute thing really, and I wasn't actually going 
to mention her again, so thankyou for reminding 
me ! ** 

**DarkForestll-I totally get what you mean. This stories charecters 
are about as anti-canon as you can get, apart from Astrid. Thank you 
for reading ! * * 

**MMM-Thank you so much for your continued support! I can't reveal 
any spoilers now, and I neither deny nor confirm any of your 
theories. Enjoy (:** 

**Woah. This is the longest authors notes I have ever written. As I 
said, please PM me, or leave a review so I know what you want me to 
do. I will be leaving this same note at the top of my other HTTYD 
fanfictions, so if you see it again, you don't have to re-read 
it!** 

**If you want a song to listen to during this chapter, try Somebody 
that I used to know-Gotye, or Bad Love- White Lies.** 

**I'll see you at the end of the story.** 

Trust lay inside the boat. If Glade tried hard enough, she could 
convince herself that Trust was sleeping. Then painful reality would 
slam her face first into a wall of grief, a wound that would never 
heal, an endless howl that would never end. 



The villagers congregated behind Glade. A great relief had washed 
over them at the news of the Cheifs death. Hiccup had ruled by fear, 
and a lust for revenge. Now, Glade was Cheif, they could only hope 
for better. 

Glade kissed Trust on the snout, before shakily standing up. She 
seemed taller now somehow, without her Fathers figure towering over 
her. The shadow was still there, though. 

The boat was pushed out to sea. Glade lifted a bow and arrow, raising 
it to shoot the boat . 

_What if I burnt down Berk, let everyone die, let myself die?_ 

Glade smiled to herself, shaking her head. The irony- her Mother died 
in the last blaze, and she would die in the next. 

_But then, history would repeat itself. Another bitter Cheif, more 
agony . . ._ 

Glade let the arrow sail towards the boat. It met It's target. 
Although Trusts body would not burn, that wasn't really the point. It 
was a symbol. 

"TRUST LIVES!" Glade yelled. 

"TRUST LIVES!" The villagers echoed. They all let their arrows 

fly . 

Glade lowered her head. Still in her Fathers shadow. No matter what 
she did, how many died, she was stuck in the shadows . 

The villagers slowly left, as Glade sobbed. 

Thor. She couldn't let go. Glade could not live in a world without 
Trust. Would not. There was no light without him. 

Glade began wading into the sea. A few Villagers tried stopping her, 
but Glade kept going, kept swimming to the light, to _her _light. She 
carried on till she reached the boat, and clambered on, ignoring the 
pain. Nothing could hurt her anymore. How can you hurt a shadow? 

The sun's rays rippled, turning into gold, flowing hair. A face, 
young appeared. Tears fell down the suns face. But she was smiling. 
Astrid hofferson was going to see her daughter again. 

Glade lay by Trust, skin blackening. 

"This is love. Daddy." 

Berk heard her laughter as the boat dipped over the horizon, never to 
be seen again. 

"**However small we are, we should always fight for what we believe 
to be right. And I don't mean fight with the power of our fists or 
the power of our swordsa€ | I mean the power of our brains and our 
thoughts and our dreams.** 

**And as small and quiet and unimportant as our fighting may look, 
perhaps we might all work togethera€ | and break out of the prisons of 



our own making. Perhaps we might be able to keep this fierce and 
beautiful world of ours as free for all of us as it seemed to be on 
that blue afternoon of my childhood." ** 

a€* **Cressida Cowell, How to Speak Dragonese** 

* * 1 1 ' s been a pleasure** 

* *-e art hr a indr agon 1 * * 


End 
f ile . 



